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delightful pain ; in such a mood a few chords of
music, the haunting melody of some familiar line
of verse, the song of a bird at dawn, the light of
sunset on lonely fields, thrill us with an inexpres-
sible rapture. Perhaps some of those who read
these words will say that it is all an unreal, a
fantastic experience of which I speak. Of course
there are many tranquil, wholesome, equable
natures to whom such an experience is unknown ;
but it is to me one of the truest and commonest
things of my life to be visited by this strange
perception and appreciation of beauty, which
gives the days in which I am conscious of it a
memorable quality, that seems to make them the
momentous days of one's life ; and yet again the
mood is so utterly withdrawn at intervals, that
the despondent spirit feels that it can never
return ; and then a new day dawns, and the
sense comes back again to bless me.
If the emotion which I describe followed the
variations of bodily health ; if it came when all
was prosperous and joyful, and was withdrawn
when the light was low; if it deserted me in
seasons of robust vigour, and came when the
bodily vitality was depressed, 1 could refer it
to some physical basis. But it contradicts all